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e ſail'd as deep as ſhe could ſwim ; ;' 


I put my hand into a buſh, '-* 
© Thinking the fvecteſt rote to chad; td 


II roſes ace ſuch prickly fidvers, 
They ſhould be ard while they' e 


3 And he that lore an unkind TY 


Lo wrap her up in linen ſtrong © 


* 


[- Dow: ina » Shoe fair and gay, 1 
Plucking a roſe the other day, 
Plucking a roſs both red and blue, 

Hittle_ thought what love could do. 

: Where love's planted there it grows, 
It buds and bloſſoms like a roſe, * © 
. And has ſo ſweet and pleaſant ſmell, = 
No flower on earthcan it excel, 


Muſt I be bound that can go free? * 
Muſt I love one that loves not me? © 
Why ſhould I act ſuch a childiſh part, 

To loye a girl that will break my heart, - 


If there's a thouſand in the room, 
wy true love has the higheſt bloom; Hs 
Sure ſhe is ſome choſen one, 
: oy have her, or Ill have none. 


py'd a ſhip failing i in the deep, 
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But not as deep as in love l am, 
1 care not whether I fink or ſwim. 


4 ſet my foot againſt an oak, 
1 thought it had been «truſty tree; 


Bat firſt it bent, and then it broke, i 
And ſo did my true love to a wes. > +: 


I prick'd my finger to the bone, 
And leſt the ſweeteſt roſe behind. 


green, 


I am (ure he ſtrives againſt the fiream. | 4 
TH think of her whom 1 love beſt, - | 


Til thiok of her when dead and gone, 
45 my love is dead und at her reſt. 


oy, 5 
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